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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE QUESTION 

You in the dark of death 

Quietly sleeping; 
I in my shuttered room 

Silently weeping: 

Quickens your being in God — 

You unawaking — 
Or does my heart alone 

Live on — and breaking? 

THE MOURNER 

O sea, whose tides are as eternity, 

Whose ebb and flow survive all human pain! 
O timeless sea ! heal now this wound of time 

That my life-tide may flow in hope again : 

But if, though willing, thou art impotent, 
Beseech in pity the bland, pain-rid moon 

That she will take unto herself this heart, 
And in her bosom fashion it to stone. 

THE BAYONET CHARGE 

A forest of steel leaves 

Glints in the sun 
And shimmers in the wind — 

The thing's begun! 
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Charles Granville 

A sea of faces set 

Grimly to kill; 
A pack of wolves that rush 

To take their fill; 

A yell that rends the air 

And strikes the sky, 
And stirs the dead who low 

In silence lie; 

A sense of clashing fray, 

A bloody sun ; 
A mist of reeking blades — 

And it is done! 

UNDER ORDERS 

No shouting heralded the word 

As through the ranks it swiftly went; 

But a low murmur such as trees 

Indulge, when grateful summer's spent. 

A murmuring of seasoned wills 

Bent upon hellish wrong's redress! 
A diapason sound from deep 

To deep, presaging storm and stress. 

Then each to his allotted place 

For sleep. You say your fancy heard 
The air beat by a thousand wings 

That night. I could not doubt your word. 

Charles Granville 
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